brought another hot water bottle. 'Dry ... Is it dry?' she murmured,
and was again unconscious, and little Tania murmured back, 'Yes,
sleep, please.'

They all kept quiet. They realized No. 12 was a grave case. In
normal days such a case would have had a room to herself, or a
cubicle, at least, a screen round the bed. But the hospital was over-
crowded, and the only screen on the premises had to be used for
another, grimmer purpose. So they kept quiet. They tried to cough
quietly. Even the nurses glided about in carpet slippers and did not
bang against beds and lockers in their usual fashion. Everyone spoke
in muted voices. Irma felt flattered at such a display of self-discipline.
The doctor called twice that day. Little Tania asked him shyly about
the baby.

'What baby?'

The one she saved in Gavan,' they had already heard an outline of
the story from a garrulous and excited nurse.

1 am afraid I cannot tell you/

'But we must know,' insisted little Tania. 'We must know what
to tell her when she wakes up. Please, Doctor Freydt, could you not
find out?' and he nodded and passed on, and later sister Irma brought
the news that the infant was safe and taken to an orphanage, apparently
none the worse for its experience.

'So she saved at least one life,' said Varvara Filipovna. 'That is a
grand thing for anyone so young.'

'Cannot middle-aged people do as much?' demanded Klara Kar-
lovna. 'Why------'

But they could not carry on an argument in whispers, and it died
a swift death.

Now it was nearly midnight, the ward lay still, and the night doctor
appeared in the doorway. Doctor Freydt, a busy dry German, made
his rounds fussily and hastily, and kept himself aloof from all lesser
concerns which kept the ward alive. But this was a Russian doctor,
Nikolai Nikolaevich Smirnov, fat, rosy, kindly, with an attachment to
rather loud tie-pins. The one he wore now, and the white coat was
unbuttoned the better to show it, was a cluster of bright green stones.
He beamed at Sister Irma.

'I heard you were here all through the day,' he spoke accusingly.

'The night sister is ill. We could not get anyone else, and we have a
serious new case in the ward/
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